Bare shouldered women in lanky ignorance
Moving fast with tubload of vegetables on heads
Hobnobbing love birds chuckling in thick bushes
Blaze of east wind merging with evening twilight
The grey moustached menfolk in waning twinkle
The school teacher in despair wearing the wrinkle
The flow of life has yet no cue of interruption
The same old customs and traditions ruling roost
The charged youth in sharp emotions and intellect
Rebelling against injustice and disparities bizarre
The gush of fresh ideas and the sheen of tempers
Cleansing the nature in surging revolutionary spirit
My people, my land and my rivers
In varied columns, creeds and shades
Resembling all in one and one in all
Speaking the language in typical slang
Vamsadhara, Nagavali and Mahendratanaya
The rivers sweetening the wide hinterland
Enlivening the eastern belt in plentiful yield
The rising sun smiling at the western rainbow
The blazing east wind in chilling giggle
Wishing the natives and aliens in similar rubble
The tender touch was unforgettable for life
White autumn disguising in the blanket of spring